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That tinctured as it runs with Lethe's streams
And wafting vapours from the land of dreams,
(As under seas Alpheus5 secret sluice
Bears Pisa's offerings to his Arethuse)
Pours into Thames :  and hence the mingled wave
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave :
Here brisker vapours o'er the temple creep,
There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and sleep.
Thence to the banks where rev'rend bards repose,
They led him soft; each rev'rend bard arose;
And Milbourn chief, deputed by the rest,
Gave him the cassock, surcingle, and vest.
" Receive " (he said) " these robes which once were
mine,
Dulness is sacred in a sound divine."
He ceased, and spread the robe ; the crowd confess
The rev'rend Flamen in his lengthened dress.
Around him wide a sable army stand,
A low-born, cell-bred, selfish, servile band,
Prompt or to guard or stab, to saint or damn,
Heaven's Swiss, who fight for any God, or man.
Through Lud's famed gates, along the well-known
Fleet,
Rolls the black troop, and overshades the street;
Till show'rs of sermons, characters, essays,
In circling fleeces whiten all the ways ;
So clouds, replenished from some bog below,
Mount in dark volumes, and descend in snow.
Here stopt the goddess ; and in pomp proclaims
A gentler exercise to close the games.